
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



Elizabeth Madox Roberts 

Then he climbed on a box and made a speech 
To the cornstalk men that were in a row. 

It was all about the Dem-o-crats, 
And "I de-fy any man to show"; 

And "I de-fy any man to say", 

And all about "It's a big disgrace". 
He spoke his speech out very loud 

And shook his fist in a cornstalk's face. 



THE PEOPLE 

The ants are walking under the ground, 
And the pigeons are flying over the steeple; 
And in between are the people. 



A BEAUTIFUL LADY 

We like to listen to her dress; 

It makes a whisper by her feet. 
Her little pointed shoes are gray; 

She hardly lets them touch the street. 

Sometimes she has a crumpled fan. 

Her hat is silvered on the crown, 
And there are roses by the brim 

That nod and tremble up and down. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

She comes along the pavement walk, 

And in a moment she is gone. 
She hardly ever looks at us, 

But once she smiled and looked at John. 

And so we run to see her pass 

And watch her through the fence, and I 

Can hear the others whispering, 
" Miss Josephine is going by." 

AUGUST NIGHT 

We had to wait for the heat to pass, 
And I was lying on the grass, 

While Mother sat outside the door, 
And I saw how many stars there were. 

Beyond the tree, beyond the air, 

And more and more were always there. 

So many that I think they must 
Be sprinkled on the sky like dust. 

A dust is coming through the sky! 
And I felt myself begin to cry. 

So many of them and so small — 
Suppose I cannot know them all. 

Elizabeth Madox Roberts 
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